TWO MONTHS LATER

>The sun had barely climbed above the horizon, when Lincoln and Luna said their goodbyes to their other siblings.
>Lori, Luan and the twins had made a surprise trip to see their brother and sister off before they left for New York, and now the collected half of the Loud kids were hugging out their emotions and farewells in the LAX parking lot.
>While Luna took in the list of souvenirs she was expected to bring back for her little sisters, Lori pulled Lincoln aside in a managers meeting.
>Looking at then from a distance and depending on from what direction, Lincoln and Lori looked like they were doing completely different things.
>Their backs were turned on their other sisters, and if any of them were to turn around and look at their oldest sister talk to their sole brother, it appeared that they were just huddled together as Lori drilled Lincoln on some important information.
>To a random passerby who could see their faces, however, Lori was doing something completely different to the young man.

>Her fingers skated along the outline of his mouth and down his chin and neck. Her eyelashes ticked his cheek as she mumbled whatever she had to for the sake of getting the reaction she wanted out of the male putty in her hands.
>Lincoln couldn’t help but lean into his big sister, as she had done a fantastic job priming him to suit her needs.
>Funnily enough, moreso than their relationship as baby brother and big sister, the largest hurdle Lori had encountered in her seduction of Lincoln was the fact that they were business partners!
>The important thing Lori had finally hammered down was the distinction between work time and sexy time. The only interactions between Lincoln and Lori that would ever hint at something more romantic during their day to day lives would be little signs the older woman would send to the young man.
>Usually a simple text message sent through a dummy account on skype was all Lincoln had to go on for his summons to either some out-of-the-way date spot, or even right to Lori’s apartment.
>The few times the barrier between business and pleasure had been ignored, however, Lori had noticed how Lincoln’s reactions were still receptive as ever, but peppered with weak protests that spurred Lori to push harder.

>A quiet kiss goodbye finished Lori’s incestuous treatment of her little brother. Lincoln was left panting and flushed when the two managers of Living Loud broke away from their little meeting, and as Lori strutted back to the collected sisters waving goodbye, Luna caught up with Lincoln as he marched awkwardly towards the airport, desperate for a bathroom and some privacy.

>Luna found Lincolns coldness off-putting, but had too many problems of her own to worry about her manager.
>Losing her number one fan had been a crushing blow to her morale. While Luna was able to keep up appearances around family, a fear was growing inside her that she wouldn’t have the right energy to do her shows in New York.
>Now she was floundering to find support. Having Lincoln sit awkwardly next to her, eyes glued at his tablet screen as he grimaced about god-knows-what was not the confidence booster she needed right now.
>It surprised her a bit when Lincoln suddenly shot up from his seat, setting his tablet down and muttering something about the toilet.
>It surprised her even more when she spotted a conspicuous bulge beneath his belt line.
>Luna scootched back to let her manager get to the aisle and waddle for the toilet, her mind careening towards assumptions.
>What was there for him to get excited about? Lincoln wasn’t the kind of dude to watch porn in public.
>Her mind raced back through their entire time at the airport and on the plane, and she couldn’t recall any bombshell ladies for him to be fantasizing over.
>Her head shifted down, inspecting her own clothes.
>Luna was experienced enough with flying to know how to dress for it.
>Her top was nothing special, a zip-up hoodie open to show a faded t-shirt underneath.
>The rocker considered what effects her skirt and leggings could be having on Lincoln, when a more reasonable section of her brain re-asserted itself.
>”Oh, please! We’re family…” Luna mumbled to herself, pushing away any thought of being the target of Lincoln’s arousal.
>Despite being an incredibly flattering idea, she knew it was insane!
>Luna dismissed the notions and settled back into her seat, absent mindedly zipping her hoodie up half-way.
>She even managed to calm down for a whole six seconds, before snapping right back into the perverted delusions.

>It would explain his weird demeanour around her. He’s shy and ashamed of these feelings!
>Lincoln had been less and less available for his sisters outside of work hours. Luna just assumed he had found some new girl…but Lincoln wasn’t one to hide his relationships, and no word has reached her yet. Maybe he was intentionally distancing himself from her!
>Being cooped up on a long flight with his incestuous crush, no wonder her brother was such a mess!
>Luna could feel a light blush forming in her cheeks, and was second away from giggling like a schoolgirl when she was interrupted by a subdued, fake cough.

>The older sister spun her head, and saw her brother waiting for a chance to slip back into his seat.
>Luna stammered out an apology, and stood up in her seat to push backwards as far as she could.
>Lincoln twisted himself forward, and sidestepped his way past Luna to get to his seat.
>There was a brief instant where he was directly in front of her, his white hair fluttering in the air conditioning from the ceiling.
>No thought moved Luna, only some deep instinct. Before Lincoln could get past Luna, she suddenly shifted forward, putting her hands on his shoulders for support as her breasts pressed into his back.
>Lincoln yelped in surprise as Luna rubbed herself into him, her apologies came off as hypocritical as he quickly sidestepped into his own seat, and the young woman had to suppress a girlish squeal from the sensation of her tits dragging along his body.
>When Luna finally sat back down in her chair, the big sister had earned some weird looks from her little brother. She muttered a few more apologies as she brazenly shifted her chest and shirt around, putting on a show for Lincoln as his attention returned to his tablet.

>His lack of a reaction threw a wrench into Luna’s theories. She was blushing way harder than him at this point, but she hadn’t gotten to where she was in the rock scene by giving up.
>Lincoln felt something bump into his shoulder, and turned down to see the top of Luna’s head as she rested against him. The arm-rest between them rotated into the chairs with a creak as she shuffled closer to him.
>”I need some rest, wake me up if they offer booze?” Luna cooed, nuzzling herself into his arms.
>Lincoln only responded with a grunt, before he surprised Luna by tossing his arm around her neck.
>Once again, Luna was the one left more embarrassed than her brother as he let her cuddle into his chest while he browsed his tablet with a free hand.
>Eventually she fell into a deep sleep, comforted by the warmth of her brother. Despite his apathetic attitude, snuggling up to him made Luna more relaxed than she had been in a long time.

>Luna only woke up when she heard the shuffling of a mass of feet, and when she finally came to in earnest, the cabin of the airplane had been emptied of it’s passengers.
>The big sister tried to separate herself from Lincoln, but his arm was locked firmly around her neck, and looking up, she saw he had fallen asleep at some point as well.
>To Luna, angels were something that you put on the cover of an album when you wanted to sell to the christian crowd, but Lincoln’s face had a cherubic look to it that the rocker could see an appeal for.
>With a bit of effort, Luna managed to slip herself out from under Lincoln’s arm. Freed from the loving prison, she managed to back up a bit and get a good look at him.
>Even on a flight as long as this one, Lincoln had stuck to dressing professionally.
>His black jacket was wide open and tucked back, revealing the crisp white shirt underneath rising and falling with his light breathing.
>At some point he had loosened his tie, as the thin sunset-orange cord of silk hung loosely around his neck.
>Luna’s eyes drifted up from the neck, and stopped their journey on his face.
>A light rosey colour shone through his cheeks, and his lips quivered slightly as he slept.
>Slowly, his lips got larger and more detailed. It took Luna a moment to realize she was slowly leaning in towards them, her own lips wet with drool and anticipation.
>She could not stop herself, but slowed as she thought about what she was doing.
>“This isn’t some hottie from a show, this is my brother!” Luna argued with herself, inching closer and closer to the taboo that seemed inevitable. “Fuck, but who could compare to this? He’s asleep anyway, not like he’ll know and I can drink the shame away.”
>Luna steeled herself with a sick resolve, resigning the act to a memory that would be drowned out by substance abuse until it was too foggy to haunt her later.
>She finally took the plunge, and pressed her lips to his. Given a few seconds longer, this could have become the greatest moment of Luna’s life, topping selling out her first venue. The feeling of Lincoln’s hot lips against hers brought out a sense of bliss in the girl.
>Duelling drives fought between snapping back as fast as possible, versus prying his mouth open with her tongue and going to town.
>Stirring on Lincoln’s end made the decision for her, and by the time Lincoln’s eyes had blinked open she was standing up in the aisle.
>Luna buried her face in the overhead storage compartment to hide her crimson blush, and as she pulled her bag out made sure to hold it in front of her head until the heat in her face went away.
>The musician and her manager finally disembarked from the airplane, as Lincoln licked his lips in an attempt to identify the weird taste something had left behind.

THE NEXT EVENING

>Lincoln and Luna were sitting next to one another on the hotel bed of Lincoln’s room, as they tried to keep their eyes away from looking at the tablet propped up on the bedside table.
>The young man had an ice pack from the freezer held against his swelling face, while Luna couldn’t stop herself from sniffling.
>Lori sat at her desk, over 2500 miles away. Her foot was tapping impatiently as she waited for one of her siblings to finally explain what had gone so horribly wrong.
>”Soo…we didn’t get the show.” Lincoln finally started to explain himself. Luna busied herself by studying her fingernails intensely in an effort to not get caught up in the recounting of todays events.
>”We got to the venue like two hours ahead of time. Manager pulls us aside and apologizes…apparently they overbooked performers.” Lincoln moved the ice pack from one side of his face to the other. Lori didn’t let it show on her face, but the fact that her beloved baby brother had taken a beating pissed her off so much more than the loss of time and money.
>”So I try to talk the guy in bumping someone else since we flew all the way out here from California. He says “No, I wanna give the time to locals.”
>Luna couldn’t stand where this was going, and had to walk away for a minute. Lori heard the bathroom door slam, as Lincoln gathered his thoughts before continuing.
>”So I tell the guy if he bumps us, we have a clause in the contract that says we can bill him for the plane tickets and hotel stuff.” Lincolns facial expression got a little weird at this point, rolling his eyes with a small smile on his face.
>”He didn’t like that, calls a bouncer to throw us out…bouncer gets a little handsy on Luna…and, well.”
>Lori waved her hand in front of the webcam, signalling Lincoln to finally stop.
>”So you’ve got a breach of contract and some sexual harassment…and rather than wait to call the cops, you decide to…knock the bouncers teeth out?”
>Lincoln could only shrug at the question. “Come on, what else could I do?”
>Lori had to rub her temples at this, taking a short break before asking Lincoln to continue his recap.
>”So eventually the cops did show up, but…nobodies pressing charges, so now I guess it’s just a matter of suing the venue.”
>”No, we’re just going to let this get buried. Money isn’t worth it.” Lori surprised Lincoln. If they didn’t sue, then the travel costs would all be taken out of the company funds with nothing going back in.
>”Consider it a vacation. Have some fun tomorrow and then when you get back we’ll think of some ways to recoup costs.” Lori’s eyes shifted away from focusing on Lincoln’s pulped mug to Luna, as she quietly made her way back to the bed and sat down.
>”So yeah, take a breather I guess. This isn’t that huge a deal.” Lori flashed her siblings a quick smile, in an effort to reassure them. Lincoln smiled back, but Luna was still too ashamed of the whole debacle to look Lori in the eye.

>The conversation ground to a halt, and Luna took it as a chance to walk away from it.
>Lincoln shifted a bit on the bed as his big sister got up and walked off screen again, making for the door and excusing herself from the room without even a goodbye.
>”She’s taking this really hard…” Lincoln commented to an empty word, but Lori still heard it through the microphone.
>”Yeah, I haven’t seen something get under her skin like this in ages.” Lori was hoping Lincoln would shed some more insight into what had happened, and explain what had thrown her little Rockstar so far off kilter.
>”Well, the manager kind of…he used the ‘O’ word.” Lincoln muttered in a low tone, as if Luna was still in the room and he feared her reaction to even the single letter.
>Everything fell into place for Lori. One of the bigger sources of stress for Luna in the recent years had been the fear of getting too old for the crowd.
>The backlash against idols and rockstars trying to keep their careers going well into their thirties had only gotten stronger as more and more celebrities just made bigger and bigger fools of themselves.
>Luna wasn’t quite there yet, but she had confided in her family that she felt the grim spectre of death looming over her career. Lori and Lincoln had always tried to reassure her and point to her old role models who had managed to stay relevant well into their fourties…but their words only lasted so long before old worries crept up on the musician again.
>Lincoln came back to reality, as he had mulled over these worries enough times to know it went nowhere, and saw that Lori seemed to be trying to get his attention through the screen.
>She wasn’t saying anything, but her facial expressions belied that she had something to say, but lacked the guts to say it.
>Lincoln picked up the tablet and shuffled in the bed, settling with his back up against the headboard. Lori seemed to calm a bit as her baby brother’s face became clearer in the camera.
>”Everything okay?” Lincoln had some gift when it came to his sisters. That question was always difficult for them to deflect or shy away from. If someone in his family had a problem, Lincoln was usually the first to know, and the first to lend a hand.
>Lori had something she wanted to say, but couldn’t find the words considering the mood.
>Rather than use her voice, the oldest sister turned her head down and watched her fingers dance across the keyboard of her laptop as she typed up a quick message.
>A small pop sound notified Lincoln that “Gloria” had just texted him. A wry smile grew across his mouth as he changed windows on his tablet to see the message.
>’Can u b free tmow night?’ “Gloria” asked, punctuating her message with a few emojis. Lori ran a hand through her hair coyly as she watched Lincolns eyes track across the screen.
>”New York’s a big place, I could get lost and swept up by some big city girls…” Lincoln replied back, under the moniker of “George”. He wiggled his eyebrows at the tablets camera, going along with the little play the siblings had set up.
>For the sake of deniability, Lincoln and Lori had been careful about keeping their more romantic electronic communication between one another within a pair of fake usernames and email addresses.
>”Well, I hope you can find some time to do something with Luna tomorrow. She really looks like she needs a fun time.” Lori spoke aloud, as her fingers skirted across the keyboard and shout out another text.
>”9pm ur time tmow, or I may need to get ruff wth u next time we hook up.” No hearts followed this, and Lincoln knew Lori meant it.
>”Yeah, you got it!” The younger brother blurted out, responding to both of the mixed messages he was receiving. The two of them had given bondage play a shot already, and Lincoln feared the whip far more than he loved it.
>Teasing Lincoln was half the fun, but sadly having him so far away put quite a damper on the other half of this little tryst. Lori blew a kiss goodbye into the webcam before ending the call, leaving Lincoln alone in an unfamiliar bed, caught in the breeze of an unfamiliar city.

>Luna barely registered the sound of her hotel door opening and closing.
>The fact that noise of any volume had no affect on her sleeping had been a mixed blessing in her life, as it meant that no form of alarm could rouse her.
>Had Luan not been responsible for waking her up during their childhood, Luna may never have made it to any classes at all.
>One of the benefits of being a musician meant she rarely actually had to be awake early in the morning. So when Lincoln threw the curtains open and poured his sister in the morning sun, Luna wasn’t ready for it.
>She groaned in protest before pulling a pillow over her head, in an attempt to block the sun from hitting her eyelids.
>”Good morning, Luna! Are you ready for a big day in the big apple?” Lincoln’s chipper tone stabbed through Luna’s ears as she was dragged into the waking world.
>Lincoln gripped a handful of blanket, and ripped them away.
>This was immediately registered as a mistake, when Lincoln saw how little clothing Luna slept in.
>She was topless, for one thing. Lincoln had never been one to guess the proportions of his sisters, and always accepted them for who they were and how they looked…but a small, dark part of Lincoln could not stop from casting an eye at her chest, and registering that Luna’s breasts were rather small, albeit cute and perky.
>The boy actually reacted far worse than the girl, as her mind was still groggy and slow to process what was happening. He did not ogle her for long, and was soon on top of her to cover her up with the blanket again.
>Lincoln was stammering apologies, shame building up inside him at the way he would think about his own sister!
>Luna was too sleepy to really care, but as she blinked her eyes open she saw her baby brother sitting up in the bed with her, on the verge of tears as he begged for forgiveness.
>He stopped his yammering when one of her thin arms shot out from under the blankets, and she leaned up. The shifting of her body moved the blankets, and inadvertently exposed one of her small breasts yet again.
>Before he could say anything, however, Lincoln’s mind was forced to a dead stop as Luna hugged him around the neck with one arm, and while their heads gently bonked against one another, she took the chance to give him the lightest peck on the lips.
>”Dun worry about it, just lemme get dressed…” Luna slurred, the words bouncing pointlessly off of Lincoln.
>Luna let him sit on the bed in his little daze, as she got up and moved towards her luggage to pull out clothes for the day. She was halfway into a pair of jeans before Lincoln realized what was going on, and he bolted for the hallway with an apology to wait for Luna to be decent.

>When Luna finally came out of her room, she was wearing actual pants, large boots and a rather bulky coat.
>This worried Lincoln, a bit. Luna was happiest when she could dress light and loose. Conversely, this choice to cover up and wear heavier clothes hinted at her being in a bit of a mood.
>”I’m hungry.” Luna declared with a bit of a whine in her voice. She seemed intent to stare at her brothers black loafers as he reached out to gently pat her on the shoulder.
>Both siblings noticed the pause as his fingers almost brushed against her coat, before he finally made contact.
>”I’ve already called a cab, we’re going somewhere nice and touristy.” Lincoln smiled, hoping his choice of venue would cheer her up.
>When Lincoln lead Luna out onto the streets of New York city, she was a little surprised to see a human driver in the cab waiting for them.
>California had gotten her so used to self-driving cars, she forgot that it wasn’t quite a universal thing yet.
>The two siblings bundled into the back seat of the taxi, and the driver took off. Lincoln said nothing to him, so Luna had to assume he knew where to take them.

>”Have you heard of Monks, Luna?” Lincoln asked, turning to face her and catching her eyes with his.
>The poor girl was caught in the headlights. It had been ages since just making eye contact with Lincoln had stopped her dead in her tracks…but there we was, almost letting her jaw drop as she reveled in her baby brother paying attention to her.
>”Luna? Have you…do you remember Monks?” Lincoln repeated his question, as a look of concern spread from his furrowed brow down to his lips making a slight frown.
>”YES! Yes, I remember Monks…that old diner, right?” Luna lost control of her volume there for a second, but got herself back under control quickly enough. She had never been to Monks before, but it had been a big thing in the news a few years back, and she recalled the name.
>When the city of New York raised the minimum wage, food services were one of the industries hit hard by the sudden cost of employing actual workers. High class restaurants and family-run eateries survived by making their own deals with staff, but everything in between had to lay off employees in droves, and replace them with self-serve systems.
>Monks was a diner that was made famous by various sitcoms and TV shows set in New York back before the year 2000, and by the time the minimum wage was raised, had been declared a historical-and-cultural monument.
>It’s status as such exempted it from the change, and now Monks is more famous than ever as “The Last Greasy Spoon in New York.”
>Luna questioned what the big deal was, when the cab finally pulled up next to the culinary dinosaur, and the Loud siblings disembarked.

>As soon as Lincoln and Luna entered the diner, they were silently greeted by a girl sitting at a front counter. She tore her eyes from her phone long enough to point at a sign the read “SEAT YOURSELVES”, before returning her attention to the bright screen in her hand.
>The Louds found an empty booth, and removed their coats before sliding into opposite benches.
>They barely had a chance to decompress before a middle aged man came up, handing the customers menus and asking if they wanted anything to drink.
>Lincoln asked for a cup of coffee, and Luna mumbled out a request for tea. The man accepted the requests and went off about his business, leaving Lincoln to turn his attention back to Luna.
>She didn’t look like she was enjoying herself. Her eyes scanned the diner, and she seemed stiff in her seat.

>Lincoln didn’t want to stare at her own sister, but as his eyes drifted away from her, he noticed something outside the big windows of the diner.
>”Ohmygod, Luna, turn around.” Lincoln giggled, gesturing to his big sister. Luna rolled her eyes as she sat up and spun around in her booth to look out the window, and gasped at the sight outside.
>There were several men(assumedly) on the sidewalk of New York. All of them were dressed up like sports team mascots, and appeared to be brawling openly in the street. Lincoln and Luna made themselves obvious as tourists, as they gawked at the spectacle unfolding outside.
>It wasn’t long before the boys in blue rolled up and broke the brawl up, taking away the Loud siblings entertainment. Lincoln and Luna slumped back into their seats in sullen silence for a few moments, before it was Luna’s turn to speak up.
>”Check out that guys hair.” Luna mumbled to her brother, subtly pointing to another patron of the diner.
>When Lincoln turned, he had to stifle a laugh when he saw the mans terrible fade.
>Normally haircuts like that are done with one half of the head shaved, with the rest of your hair folding over from the side…
>”Luna, that’s the worst combover I’ve ever seen.” Lincoln remarked, when he realized that the guys fade had started from the bangs of the mans hair and worked up to the top of his head.
>By the time their server came back with their hot drinks, Lincoln and Luna were going person by person in the diner, quietly muttering to one another how funny they looked, or making silly little narratives about the lives of total strangers.

>Luna was getting into it, as her brother played off the little quips and jokes she would setup.
>The rocker could understand her sister better, now. Watching Lincoln laugh, as his lips curled into a smile accenting his slightly oversized buck teeth…While Luna would never give up the music scene, she could see the appeal Luan had latched onto in making people laugh.
>Lincoln, meanwhile, was just happy to help coax Luna out of her shell. The best tell he had found for gauging her attitude was how quickly she had shrugged out of her coat. Underneath the heavy clothing, Luna was sporting a purple cardigan that seemed much closer to the sort of thing she would enjoy wearing.

>By the time Lincoln and Luna were done eating a rather mediocre breakfast and back onto the streets of New York, Luna had her cardigan zipped down and her coat balled up under Lincoln’s arm.
>They had a few hours before the downtown core got swamped by the lunch rush, and Lincoln hoped to use the time to do some shopping for his other siblings.
>It wasn’t hard for the brother and sister to find a shopping mecca, and they split the workload between the two of them to find the various things that had been requested of them.
>”Luna, can you handle Lori and Lola’s and then I’ll take the rest?” Lincoln asked, splitting his attention between her and his phone.
>”Alright, do our phones still get signals out here?” Luna asked, pulling her own phone from her pocket to check it’s connection. The icon read ‘ROAM’, so she assumed beyond some extra charged it would be fine.
>”Yeah, we’re good. Text me when you wanna meet up again.” Lincoln nodded to Luna, as he brought his phone up to his ear. A moment of silence was followed by his voice perking up as his call connected.
>”Hey Leni, guess whose in the big apple?!” Lincoln smiled to nothing as he walked into the crowded New York mall, leaving Luna to cope with a sick sensation of jealousy.

>When was the last time Lincoln had called her? The question spun through her mind as she drifted from one trendy and incomprehensible fashion outlet to another.
>Work calls didn’t count, obviously.
>So ignoring the seemingly infinite amount of calls she had gotten from her baby brother making sure she was awake slash sober slash on her way to a show…
>Luna knew Lincoln had a special relationship with Leni. He had taken on the burden of being her helper when she needed something. Guilt had followed Luna ever since she had realized how far she had drifted away from her big sister…but it was so hard, seeing her like this now.
>None of the sisters wanted to believe their sweet and wonderful sister could just fall apart like Leni did.
>Lincoln had been spared some of the darker parts of her college experience, and sometimes Luna wished she could drink away the grim knowledge of what had happened.
>But still…she got a call on her birthday, she always did. But aside from that…how far had she drifted from him, too?
>Luna felt tears rolling down her cheek as she browsed a rack of negligee in the fifth independent lingerie store she had passed through.
>It took her a moment to realize she had probably stained a very expensive piece of clothing, as she brought the silky garment away from her eye and saw the dark blotch.
>Luna quickly made an escape before an attendant could force her to pay for it, but when she left the little shop, she found herself thrust into an unfamiliar crowd she wasn’t ready for.
>People in New York weren’t very tolerant of people who couldn’t move with the current. Luna was jostled and bumped viciously as she tried to swim through the swarm of shoppers towards the safety of an empty mall bench.

>When she finally got a chance to sit down, tears were rolling down her cheeks freely as she hugged her arms tightly around her chest.
>She wanted her coat back. Her cardigan was already pulled shut again, but it wasn’t enough.
>She wanted Lincoln to come get her. But a fear crept into her mind stopping her from making the call.
>”I can’t let him see me like this, I’m a fucking disaster…oh who cares, I’m always a disaster.”
>”I’m just a mess.” Luna mumbled to herself.

>Lincoln, meanwhile, had ducked behind a nearby tacky pillar that probably served no purpose before now.
>He had spied Luna coming out of some girly store with a name so French he didn’t even try to pronounce it…but as he was about to greet his big sister, Lincoln had caught her sitting down and showing all the classic signs of pre-meltdown Luna.
>Both businessman Lincoln Loud, and little brother Lincoln agreed that the last thing he wanted was Luna bursting into tears in a busy mall.
>Moving the bags of stuff he had already bought from his hands to gripping the handle in his mouth, Lincoln pulled his phone from a pocket and shot off a quick text in hopes of defusing the situation.

>Luna heard a soundbite of one of her own songs, and knew that she had received a message on her phone.
>A quick wipe of her sleeve dried some of her face before she pulled the device out and checked the new text from Lincoln.
>’Done with shopping, where are you?’
>Lunas fingered ran circles across the screen, and Lincoln was quick enough to mute his phone before the notification popped up that he had received a text back.
>’Food court.’ Lincoln frowned, it would be simple for Luna to keep her distance from him by just giving him bad directions, if not for the fact that he was watching her right now.
>’What did you get for Lori and Lola?’ Lincoln replied, he didn’t see any bags next to his sister on the bench.
>’Just some bras, don’t worry about it.’ Another lie came back at him. A part of Lincoln felt like he had every right in the world to storm over there and give his sister shit for this. But he knew better.
>What he didn’t know, however, was where to go from here.
>All he could bring himself to do was stare at Luna from the pillar, something he soon realized was a mistake when she turned her head his way, and they locked eyes.

>Lincoln felt a profound fear overwhelm him, and push the young man back behind the pillar.
>He could not hear her over the din of the crowd, but Lincoln knew Luna was fast approaching.
>All he could do was screw his eyes shut in fear, until he felt a small, hot hand clench around his.
>When he felt no pain after the contact, Lincoln opened his eyes to find Luna staring at the floor in front of him, with his hand in hers.
>”Come on.” Luna mumbled downward, as Lincoln felt a tug at his arm as his big sister tried to lead him away.
>The throng of shoppers was as thick as ever, but Luna lead her little brother by the hand towards a small oasis of peace: Dashin Rolands.
>The little ice cream stand was open, the demand for chocolate in the last few months of the year making up for the slow sale of frozen treats.
>When Luna ordered a downright ludicrous combination of ice creams and toppings, she got a cocked eyebrow from the girl behind the counter, and a long sigh from her brother as he reached for his wallet.

>Once Luna had her guilty pleasure, the two siblings left the mall entirely. It took them a while, but eventually they found a quiet and unoccupied bench to sit on and talk.
>That is, Lincoln thought they needed to talk. But Luna quietly licked at her ice cream, and the poor boy was too confused about the whole situation to say anything first.
>First the ice cream vanished, then the cone itself was chomped away, then only after a good once-over with the napkin and a few minutes of nothing did Luna speak up and ask a question of her own.
>”Why aren’t we friends, Lincoln?”
>The inquiry floored the little brother. Lincoln sputtered with a double take, as he processed the question and struggled to come up with an answer.
>”Luna, you know I care about you...you're my big sist”- Lincoln tried to retort, but he could barely get the 'sibling' card out before Luna shot him down.
>”No! I don't need a brother right now...I need a friend.” Luna sighed mournfully, leaning against Lincoln's shoulder. Ever since a rather noticable growth spurt at 15, Lincoln was a little under a head taller than her.
>There was a moment of hesitation before Lincoln reached over and wrapped an arm around her in a half-hearted hug along the bench. This contact was a little more-than-friendly, but plenty to urge Luna onto opening up.
>”Ever since Carter left...I've been really lonely. Lola swang by once but she spent most of her time whining about the ban thing.” Lincoln rolled his eyes at how selfish the diva could be.
>”My bandmates don't want to hang out after practice, All the guys I meet lately just remind me of Carter again...a bunch of music hipsters I just know I'll wind up arguing with.”
>As Luna talked, Lincoln's other hand slipped into his various pockets until he had managed to stick a small cigar in his mouth, and was about to light it when Luna's hand snapped out and slapped the plastic lighter from his hands.
>”Hey! Second hand smoke! Come on...anyway, I don't know...this has been a really fun day with you and all but I just know if that guy hadn't cancelled on us...you wouldn't be doing this stuff with me.”
>The accusation hurt Lincoln deep. The stump of tobacco fell from his lips as he wound up to retort.
>”That's not true! I just...I give you space. If you called or something back home, I'd make time for you too.”
>”Oh yeah, and take time away from you? You're always busy with work or going out to Leni's or drinking with Lori-”
>”Whoa, whoa. Leave Lori out of this.” Lincoln interrupted Luna. She turned her head up to look at him, and saw a genuine grimace of concern.
>Fear of getting caught had forced Lincoln to lash out, but the silence that followed made him realize that he should probably give some explanation for the outburst.
>”Look, Lori and I just talk more about work when we go out. I do hear what you're saying though.”
>Lincoln pulled out his phone, and made a show of opening the calendar app he used to track appointments and schedules. “You just say the word, and I'll find some free time to hang out with you too, alright?”
>Luna appreciated the gesture, and was about to reach over to take the phone from his hands when they both jumped in response to the little device suddenly ringing and vibrating in the young mans hands.

>Lincoln pulled the phone closer to his face, and a scowl formed when he remembered the phone number displayed.
>As the phone rang a second time, Lincoln swiped to accept the call and brought it up to his ear.
>”Good morning mister Donnally!” Lincoln almost shouted into the receiver. Luna recognized the name of the man who had turned them away at the club last night.
>Luna sat quietly in anticipation, before Lincoln spoke up again.
>”Yeah, I hope you’ve managed to find the…uh huh…yeah, maybe consider reading contracts before you sign them.”
>Lincoln rolled his eyes before turning to Luna and giving her a thumbs up. All the older sister could do was sit and watch her brother work.
>”So yeah, the penalty for cancelling our performance is compensation for airfare…yes, and hotel!” Luna giggled at how animated her brother was getting. She knew he could be professional when bartering or arguing on the job, but not having the person in front of them made him come off as silly as his arms flailed about.
>”You can suck it up and foot the bills, or we can take you to court. You wanna have to go through a legal dispute, and let everyone know you drop acts and don’t pay them back? Good luck ever getting another band to play your rat-hole you piece of-“
>Lincoln was silenced. Luna was staring at his face with rapt attention. The anger in his eyes was fading as a wire-thin grin crept across his lips.
>”Your girlfriend? Mister Donnally, didn’t I see a ring on your finger last night?” Lincoln turned to Luna and wiggled his eyebrows with a smirk. She also recalled seeing a wedding band on his ring finger…
>”Mister Donnally…how would your wife feel, knowing you were taking a ‘girlfriend’ out to a…yes…uh huh.”
>Lincoln silently pumped his fist in the air as Luna heard muffled screaming coming out of his phone.
>”Okay, Mister Donnally…uh huh, send em to the Prime hotel on 9th. Expect the bills in your inbox and my lips are sealed, buh bye.”
>Lincoln hung up, and put the phone back in his pocket before turning to grab Luna by the hand.
>”I just got tickets to a Broadway show tonight!” Luna squealed at the news. She wasn’t exactly a fan of theatre but at least it would be a nice way to spend their last evening in New York.

>On their last evening in New York, Lincoln and Luna stumbled into the hotel a pair of shakey messes.
>Nether of them had been familiar with Watership Down before going into the theatre, and now neither of them ever wanted to hear about the horrible events of the warrens ever again.
>When the Louds made it up to the hallway leading to their respective rooms, Lincoln bade his sister goodnight before opening his door and heading inside.
>It surprised Luna when he closed the door behind him. She was groggy and a little shellshocked from the bloodshed, and it took her a second to realize she had no reason to go with Lincoln into his bedroom.
>Why would she want to go to bed with him?
>Luna awkwardly laughed at her own foolishness before she turned on her heel and went into her own hotel room.
>She and Lincoln had to catch a flight home the next morning, so when she stripped Luna was sure to toss her clothes into her luggage, as well as pull out clothes for the next day.
>Once that was done, she jumped into bed, and reached over for the remote to the TV.
>She clicked it on, and was immediately disappointed to see that it was still only connected to local channels she was unfamiliar with.
>There wasn’t even a streaming service she was familiar with!
>Luna switched the TV off, leaving her sitting alone in a dark room.
>More than boredom, a weird sense of fear crept into her mind.
>Loneliness cut with a strange…emptiness, a lack of fulfillment.
>Luna had been looking forward to a date in all but name with Lincoln, and it wasn’t his fault Broadway had turned out to be such a bust…but…
>Usually even her most casual of dates ended with something more.
>Luna threw her legs over the side of the bed and made her way back to the open luggage bag to pull out something light just to cross the hall.
>She was feeling a little wired, and doubted Lincoln had gone to sleep already, maybe they could just watch TV and shoot the shit?
>An image of her and Lincoln, sitting in a bed in their sleepwear as TV illuminated their faces flashed through her head. Luna found the image incredibly soothing for a second, before she realized how weirdly romantic it would be.
>The older sister shook the image from her brain and knocked gently on the door. The thin piece of wood moved under her hand, and Luna was surprised to find Lincoln would be so absent minded to forget locking his door.
>That wasn’t going to be the last thing Luna saw that shocked her that night, as she poked her head through the door and saw Lincoln sitting on the side of the bed, his naked back to her as he moaned and gasped.

>Lincoln didn’t think he would be in the mood for his little rendezvous tonight, but Lori knew how to get him thinking about her and nothing else.
>She was sitting open-legged in a fancy chair, her breasts hanging freely while her fingers danced across the silky panties hiding her flower. Lincoln’s eyes drilled holes through the screen as he tried to visualize what it looked like down there.
>Meanwhile, Lori was enjoying the show of Lincoln pleasuring himself to her. His face was a portrait of desperation as sweat rolled down his forehead and pre lubed his hand.
>A stray pinch of her nipple caused Lori to moan without thinking, and the sound made Lincoln shiver in delight.
>Lori was a little startled as a hand suddenly shot towards the camera of the tablet, and the tablet soared through the air before settling inches away from a big blue eye.
>Lincoln fell backwards onto the bed, his hand furiously pumping his member as his sisters moaning echoed in his ears.
>He was staring as hard as he could at his sister's body, until she crossed her arms and made some angry faces at him.
>”What the fuck am I supposed to be looking at, here? Put it back!” She demanded. Lincoln stammered out an apology and was about to return the tablet to it's original spot...but a wicked idea crossed his mind.

>When the camera stopped moving again, both Lincoln and Lori had a fresh new perspective on things.
>She was getting a closeup shot of her new favourite toy, every throb of the veins making her mouth water.
>He was making sure to change up how his hand was moving up and down the shaft, so Lori could get a clean view of things. The image of his “big” sister now just as tall as his cock and marvelling at it's stature was doing wonders for him.
>Lori's hands were now freely playing beneath the waistline of her panties. Her need to climax was palpable, and Lincoln felt his own finale coming to a head.
>Lincoln was having trouble keeping his eyes open. He kept squeezing his eyes shut in pleasure between quick peeks at the tablet screen for more erotic material.
>The young man barely noticed, but on the other side of the screen, Lori had slowed her hands and was inching closer to the screen in her room to get a better look at something in the background of Lincoln's room.


>”Whoa whoa, what's wrong? I'm losing it over here!” Lincoln cried out in anguish, as Lori's sexshow came to a close. He picked up the tablet and brought it back up to his face.
>Lincoln sat up on the bed, while Lori tried to look past his head.
>”Hey...uhm...Lincoln, I wanna try something.” Lori began, pulling her chair closer to her computer.
>Lincoln nodded his head slowly. He knew to be wary of Lori's “experiments” in their romance...but what was the worst thing she could do to him, across the country?
>”Close your eyes and lie back in bed, put the tablet next to your head.” Lori muttered lowly. The little brother complied. He closed his eyes first and then followed the rest of the instructions.
>Luna could hear everything Lori was saying, but was filled with dread that she would be found out.
>It didn't stop her from inching closer and closer to the bed, until her head was lying on the edge of the bed, her eyes locked onto the face of her oblivious brother.

>”Can you hear my voice, Lincoln? Are you comfy?” Lori muttered into the microphone on her end, turning the words into sensual whispers for the boy lying on his hotel bed.
>Lincoln nodded wordlessly, as if she was in the room with him and could see the gesture. All Lori got was a slight jostling of the camera feed, but took it as a sign to continue.
>”Now, I'm going to wrap my fingers around your...”Lori mumbled softly, and Lincoln gasped in shock as he felt her hand gently grasp his member.
>His hips bucked into the phantom hand tugging on his dick, as Lori continued to talk into his ear.
>”I know you, mister Loud. You love it when I...press my thumb right down on the slit.”
>There was a slight moment of anticipation, but when he finally felt a pressure pressing down on his glans, Lincoln had to restrain himself from crying out in delight.
>”That’s right…up and down, up and down.” Lori cooed, as she softly jacked him off. Lincoln was shocked at how vivid this felt, considering she was just a voice coming out of his tablet.
>”Do you feel my hot breath in your ear? My teeth barely grazing your lobe?” Lori asked sensually, before Lincoln squirmed away from a sudden assault against his other ear. While Lori’s mouth worked his left ear and continued to pump his dick for all it was worth, her voice kept whispering into his right ear.
>”Are you getting close? Are you pent up from going so long without fucking your sister?!” His oldest sisters words were becoming frantic, as Lincoln’s hips bucked harder and harder into her hand.
>”Lori! Lori! Oh god!” Lincoln shouted as his orgasm came like an earthquake rocking his body.
>The boy was panting from exhaustion, but it quickly subsided and Lincoln began to sit up and open his eyes to thank his sister for the amazing experience.
>All thoughts of Lori were harshly ejected from Lincoln’s brain, as he looked down and saw Luna’s face.
>Her nose was inches from his softening manhood.
>Her skin and bangs were glistening with his seed.
>Her eyes shined red, and tears were dripping down her cheeks.
>Lincoln was stunned. He thought that he had hit rock bottom of perversion with incestuous affairs…but here he was, somehow upsetting another of his sisters as she gave him the handjob of a lifetime.
>”I’ll leave you two to sort it out.” Lori snidely remarked, breaking the silence of the hotel room before a sing-song tone notified the two siblings that their oldest sister had ended the call.

>Lincoln was left staring at the screen of his tablet until it winked to black. A sniffle dragged his attention back to Luna, and he locked eyes with his big sister.
>She was reeling from what she had done. Tears dripped freely down her cheeks and mingled with the jizz splattered across her face.
>Luna sat stock still as her baby brother reached over to the bedside table, pulled a few tissues from the box in the drawer, and gingerly leaned over to her to wipe her face dry.
>Something snapped in the older woman’s heart at this display of tenderness. Lincoln yelped in surprise as Luna lunged forward and pushed her little brother down into the bed, her hands pinning his arms as she rained kisses and love upon him.
>”I love you! I love you so much!” Luna cried out between haggard breaths and loving kisses. Lincoln was in a daze as he felt her gentle lips land and lightly suckle all over his face. His brain was muddled by lust again, and the poor boy could barely return a half-conscious response. “I-I love you too…Luna…”
>His response stopped her dead in her tracks. Lincoln was mildly surprised when she pulled her face away from his, and a hand suddenly gripped him by the chin and wrenched his face up to force him to lock eyes with his big sister.
>”Lincoln, I love you. I’ve loved you for so long. After so many years, I never…never thought you would ever do something like this with one of your sisters, and I had accepted that.” The girl began, eventually falling down beside her brother on the bed as she stripped herself down.
>Lincoln couldn’t help himself but follow her hands with his eyes.
>”But…you’ve been doing shit like this with Lori? Behind all our backs? I-I can't believe you, Lincoln! I'm not holding back anymore! We're....we're going to make beautiful music together...” Luna spoke with a strange mix of authority and desperation. The little brother could only nod as her arms gripped him by the shoulder.
>Lincoln was slowly lead on top of his sister, until he was looking down on her face and finally became aware of the burning red scorched across her cheeks.
>”Y-you don’t have to be gentle if you don’t wanna…” Luna’s eyes ran along the body of the man she had been waiting for all her life.
>Lincoln gulped audibly, before awkwardly soldiering forward with a hand drifting down towards Luna’s muff.

>Luna sighed happily as Lincoln’s fingers explored between her legs. The heat radiating off her lips guided Lincoln towards his big sister’s vagina, and when his fingers first made contact with the wet & hot flesh, Luna gasped in delight.
>Her legs squirmed, and the girl almost kneed her brother in the stomach as his digits slipped inside, and his movements got bolder.
>Lincolns eyes were locked on Luna’s face as he finger-fucked her. Every one of her slightest reactions and expressions was being burned into his mind. 
>Luna, meanwhile, was thrusting her hips into Lincoln’s palm. She couldn’t get enough of him inside her. As the desire swelled inside her, Luna let a strange need guide her.
>Lincoln was transfixed as his big sister lifted her head towards him, her eyes shut tight and lips pursed for a kiss.
>It took him a moments to get the hint, but when he finally leaned down to lock lips with Luna, it was a magical moment for both of them.
>The boys hand went to work with renewed vigour, as the girls tongue did it’s best to impersonate his dexterous digits.
>A strange sense of disappointment overwhelmed Lincoln as Luna broke the kiss and fell back onto the bed. His hand slowed a bit, in case she had gotten cold feet and wanted to end things here.
>”Lincoln…Lincol-don’t you dare stop!” Luna snapped at him, and the boy sped back up in response.
>”Lincoln…I need to tell you something. When you were thirteen I stole your red undies and masturbated with them for a weeEEEEEEEEK!”
>Lunas hands gripped the back of her brothers head so hard he swore she had pierced the skin. The girls confession had come at the same time that his thumb had found her clit, and a few good presses of the sensitive button had thrown her over the edge.
>She was left panting, as the confession wormed it’s way through the lusty fog carpeting Lincoln’s brain.
>Eventually the depths of Luna’s emotions sunk in, and Lincoln found a response.
>”What else did you do?” Lincoln asked in a low tone, slowly starting up with his fingers again. Luna mewled weakly in protest at the stimulation.
>But she couldn’t stop him at this point. She also couldn’t stop him taking one of her hands off of his back, and leading it down between them until it was resting on the tip of his hardening shaft.
>”I-ohgod-I paid Luan for clips of you. I had aAAAAAIIIIEEE!” Another orgasm kept Luna from finishing her confessional, the waves of pleasuring rocking her body made her hand jerk awkwardly around Lincoln’s cock.
>”Don’t stop.” He demanded, pulling her hand away from him before shocking his big sister with a powerful thrust into her.
>With her hands free again, Luna threw them back around his neck for support as Lincoln pumped away into her sopping cunt.
>”I said don’t stop!” Lincoln shouted, and emphasized with a strong push of his hips. Luna yelped at the sensation, and tried to get back on the train of thought.
>”Video! I had a vi-video of you! I kept it on my phone and would fu-fuckfuckfuck myself in the bathroom to it!” The poor girl was emptying her purse while her snatch was stuffed. Lincoln got a sick thrill out of hearing Luna confess to this shit, even if it would have horrified him in any other situation.

>”I never locked the bathroom door when I showered. I wanted you to sneak in and peep on me!” Luna continued with her sick reminiscence of teenage romance. Lincoln continued to pound away at her, reveling in how her vagina would ripple and squeeze every time she confessed to another incestuous crime.
>”When you were sixteen, I tried to get you drunk and horny but you passed out half a can in…” Luna giggled at that one, and the pace of their love slowed a bit. Lincoln took the moment to look back and shed new light on his childhood with the young woman. So many little scenes and events made more sense with the new context that had been revealed to him.
>”Oh, oh don’t stop Lincoln! Please! Ohgod make my dreams come true!” Luna began to plead when she noticed his cock was no longer kissing her cervix. Her legs hiked up as she began to thrust against him with her hips.
>Lincoln saw the desperation and love in her eyes, and his dick swelled with renewed strength. Luna’s words descended into babbling as he resumed the rough fucking.
>It wasn’t long before the young man felt the familiar warning signals of climax, and a sobering through ripped through his brain. “I’m not wearing a condom!” Lincoln cried out.
>”I don’t care!” Luna responded, holding him even lighter and hooking her legs up behind his butt.
>Lincoln tried to pull away, fear gripping his heart while lust retained a stranglehold on his balls.

>He groaned, his cross-eyed expression matching his sisters as his load blew out into Luna’s womb.
>His penis was firmly lodged inside his sister, not even slipping out as strength failed the two siblings. Lincoln collapsed on top of Luna, the marathon of sex getting the better of him.
>Luna was tired too, but her mind was racing far too fast to let her sleep.
>The sensation of being filled was euphoric, if risky. Luna knew she had some emergency pills in her wallet, but in the future Lincoln definitely needed to be giftwrapped.
>”In the future…hehe…luckiest girl in the world.” Luna tittered to herself as she imagined what life was going to be like from here on out.
>Her hand was lazily running through her little brothers head of snowy hair, as the poor boy slept peacefully with his head between her bosoms.
>Dealing with Lori might get weird, but this had to be the greatest night of Luna’s life. Daydreams and fantasies played out in her mind until they transitioned into dreams when she finally fell into the embrace of sleep.